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wood and close to it was a hill infested with
panthers. People were therefore afraid to walk
on the path after dark. If anybody coming to the
hermitage was delayed, he would prefer to go into
the village. How was it that today somebody
was coming to the hermitage itself ? That too a
woman ? It must be some woman bound for the
village who had missed her way. The sound of
the anklets came nearer and nearer and in the
end a young woman stood near ,the door and
called, "Mother, who is there in this house?"
As night was deepening, the ascetic could
not make out clearly the face of the person talking,
He could see only a little of it in the light thrown
by the hearth. The lady seemed to have walked
in the rain some considerable distance and got
wet. Her clothes clung round her. The ascetic
asked, " Who are you, madam ?"
"Sir, whose is this house?    Is it yours?"
"This is God's house, my mother.   Why do
you ask?    This is a hermitage."
u Are there women in the hermitage?"
" No, little mother;    why ?    Who are you
and what has brought you here ?"
The woman walked nearer to the ascetic
and noticing his ochre clothes said: " Are you the
Swami of this mutt ?"